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ABSTRACT

That Mirror Again is a summary of experiences, used to pose questions
about self-hood through technological metaphor and theory. Its memories
are disjointed, separate, and removed from time, and are an honest attempt
to recenter an identity before the end of formal education. The themes
of each section, Aground, Tilt, and Threshold, are presented as isolated
definitions that set the mood for the writing before it is introduced.
Referencing information age technology, invoking ancient deities in prose,
and brushing against the fur of monster-hood, the text holds the memory
it carries softly and offers it to the reader.
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INTRODUCTION

JULY 2016 —
41.53282360902163, -81.57667826643772

with experiences. This book is a physical manifestation of transition, which
I have presented out of time.

July 2016 — The last time I go by the property, it’s a field full of grass and
wildflowers, overgrown. The place in which I spent my earliest years is now
a vacant lot. Looks unrecognizable, the roads are cracked, wooden posts
mark the property line, and there’s a quiet anxiety that sits in the hot air
outside. The bulk of the blooms are small, pastel yellow peeking over the
blades of grass. Eerily quiet, there are almost no other cars to be found on
the street. It bothers me more than I would have first assumed to think that
it’s just gone. It feels like an erasure, as if the bulldozers and cranes that
leveled it had taken the evidence of me right off the world. That house saw
several of my firsts and lasts. In the car going past it, some moments begin
to flood back.
I remember first that there was a moment my mother dyed her hair and
for at least a few moments—or days, perhaps—I thought she’d been replaced
by a copy, thought she was gone and would never return. Her room at the
time was painted teal, the color sickening under cheap incandescent bulbs.
The hallway that once led from the living room to our kitchen was white,
before I set about covering the wall in scribbles of things that are so far
gone that they dance only on the edge of my memory. I think at such an age
I believed that I was in the ChalkZone and that if I left a big enough mark, I
might be transported into the turn-dial television screen I spent so long in
front of. In a month, another erasure will come. I’m leaving this place, this
city. I know in the back of my head that I won’t return.
—
It has been reported that the human brain can store roughly 2.5
petabytes of information, thanks largely to the collaborative efforts of our
neurons. Instead of one memory == one cell, each neuron plays a part in
the storage and recall of data. Even then, there remain gaps. The human
brain, as remarkable as it is, does not recall information perfectly every
time, except in rare cases. Your remembrance depends on many factors. It
depends on your attention in the moment, or whether there was a trauma.
How much other information was being processed at the same moment.
How you felt as you lived it. Even after all of that, a disease can still rob you
of your memories entirely, biological malware. Artificial data storage isn’t
technically perfect either. Hard drives get corrupted, risk being wiped away
by magnets.
So why offer you a book with memory, which I have just said may not
be accurate? The simple answer is that the book isn’t for you. What you are
reading is my attempt to understand a few moments of my life, from the
outside in by comparing just some of the theories I read during the retelling
3

4

Run aground. To draw too close to shore. To
lie on or touch the ground beneath shallow
water. Referencing nautical vocabulary, to
be marooned, caught in a gritty
n
e
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To be beached.

Stuck.

AGROUND

Transformation, journey, cycle—these are synonymous terms. Each
consists of a series of points, set equidistant from a fixed center. The
central point, in this case, is the individual. The shape of a circle drawn
on a sheet of paper can be traced over and over again, can build up layers
of graphite or ink. At first glance it may be difficult to notice the tracing
that occurs, but that does not mean the shape isn’t being realized again.
If anything, the repetitive action of dragging a mark making device over
its surface reinforces its presence, makes it more permanent by virtue
of the darkening line (thus, another optional synonym—ritual). Visually
separated, it becomes increasingly difficult to erase the evidence that the
shape was ever there. Fully realized, it is fundamentally separate from the
surrounding material. That is individuation at work.
In C.G. Jung’s depth psychology, the process of individuation refers
to the process through which a person achieves a sense of their identity
that is distinguished from others. Notably difficult to undertake, and
the challenges (dragons) that are faced are most often buried inside the
person attempting it (inner demons). Individuation and a hero’s journey
go hand in hand, as conceptual siblings. Joseph Campbell, himself a closeread scholar on Jung’s work, describes it as a mode of leaving one condition
(home, comfort, the stable or beaten path), finding the source of life to bring
you forth (that which comes out of the ‘center’) in a richer or more mature or
other condition (growth as a transformative force) during his interviews in
the 1980s (POW). Becoming an ‘in-dividual,’ and in so far as ‘individuality’
embraces out innermost, last, and incomparable uniqueness, it also
implies becoming one’s own self, Jung says. We could therefore translate
individuation as ‘coming to selfhood’ or ‘self-realization’ (PJ 121). However,
personalities change easily and often, based on experience, circumstance,
or a multitude of other amorphous and fluxing factors. So another piece
must be considered—reflection.

AUGUST 26TH, 2020 —
39.102975999216056, -84.5074724376053
Summer is so hot that outside, it buzzes around the sounds of cars on
the street. The air is thick with humidity, illusory wisps of heat emanate
from the cement and asphalt. Inside, the two years of shed fur that was
once hidden by our living, rolls in soft tumbleweeds along the vinyl kitchen
tiles, carried gently by the breeze of the air conditioning. The cleaning
supplies on the counter will erase the signs of occupancy from the walls
with spackle pinholes and lemon-scented spray. Boxes pile high like bricks,
building a wall of evidence that soon, this home will sit empty and lifeless.
Garbage bag after garbage bag has been filled and taken to the sidewalk,
white plastic cursors that delete what can no longer be carried. Part and
piece and parcel suddenly without any place to go but a landfill, to be
7

buried underground. Unlike the cicadas that hum the song of summer,
these pieces will feed no wildlife and not reemerge, their circle broken.
Every move to erase, a meditation on survival. Pyrrhic victory inscribed
on each label, denoting what box goes to who. The metal skeleton of our
bed frame is tagged, not with Tyvek for preservation, but with a free sign.
Perhaps the new batch of wide-eyed students seeking their first apartments
in the neighborhood will save it before the landlord has it removed. Our
mattress, delegated to the floor, will join soon after the sun rides into the
sky. The blanket that faithfully covered the window is left aside to brighten
the space while the bed is made for the final sleep. A little more daylight. There
is leftover sweetness of the cookie dough sundae purchased earlier to mark
my twenty-second birthday that lingers on my tongue, its consumption
having done little to ease my nerves. A cooling balm to a farewell that
patrols the threshold of my vision, my hunger lost to an anxious prayer.
A certainty begins to haunt as I settle onto the floor-mattress. Against
the wall, I hunch over my laptop, ready to dive into fictional worlds rather
than live in this one. Small paws soon press dimples into the blanket, then
tentatively onto my thighs. A gentle nuzzle from a cat named after Paradise.
Her whiskers tickle my skin as my gaze meets her slow blink of affection, soft
gold around her saucer eyes. A confident lawn-mower rumble rises from her
chest as her careful steps take her up my torso and to my shoulder, keeping
me in place, aground. Giving, whether aware or not, the small comfort of a
familiar, purring thread while we travel together from cornfield to coast,
end to beginning.
The rise of my alarm in the morning, gradual increasing in volume, pulls
me out of fitful sleep. A little more time, I beg, exhausted. I sit up and dress
swiftly. The fridge has to be emptied of our final meal and wiped clean. The
mattress has to be dressed down and taken to the street, the closets checked.
My movements are fitful, apprehensive. Tension rises, but these things
must be done. As I move, I feel disconnected. Robotic, cloudy steps over the
high-pile carpet lead me outside with my wall of boxes, which increasingly
frustrate me as they are bricked into my partner’s dark blue Subaru. My
friend arrives in her mother’s minivan. Both vehicles have seen me taken
on trips in and out of state, before the world stood still this year. Now they
will both take my artifacts to the coast, a one-way trip. The apartment grows
colder, as if our things were what held so much warmth.
The time to leave comes too fast. If we don’t start driving soon, we’re
going to be late. A muttering stupid check begins. Wallet, keys, phone, phone
charger, headphones. I stay behind for a moment, open all the cabinets,
check the closet for hangers and trash. Wallet, oh right—the keys are going
with my partner to turn in, phone, phone charger, headphones—Is my old stuffed
dog in the car? I run through the list again, and again. Checking for anything
left behind, I find nothing but dust. Goosebumps on my arms, I stand and
look at the barren rooms. I try to breathe in the memories of this home and
8

the place it must remain, make them stick to my lungs so that leaving aches
just a little less.
Glancing outside, I can see my partner starting to make their way back to
get me, I must be taking too long. I look back for the last time. Weird, I say. To
see it so empty. I don’t get much of a response. They’re frustrated and barely
holding themself together as it is. Ohio summer buzzes, wisps its heat on
the pavement as I exit. I’ll be there in a second. A moment to thank the home.
Another to say goodbye. A last to lock the door.
—
Backtracking is an important—if sometimes counterintuitive—part of
the individual process (and is itself a process). Just as I mentioned that the
circle on paper is made more separate by being traced over, one might also
attempt to reverse course, backtrack and trace in the opposite direction.
In this case, the circle is not negated, but is further reinforced. Even with
an eraser or correction fluid, the cover-up is still a rendered mark on the
surface, still a part of the shape (a superposition). It becomes something
that remains, part of the base for what then is laid on top, fundamentally
affecting each layer that comes afterward. Backtracking, too, has a sibling.
Reflection (of a surface) returns heat, light, or sound without absorbing.
It is also an embodiment or representation. Which brings us finally to the
“point” of this book.
In the Tarot, the first twenty-two cards, known as the Major Arcana
most often begin with card 0 (not entirely dissimilar from the start of
data arranged in an array), The Fool, ending with the World at card 21[1].
These first twenty-two cards correspond to themes, encounters, and people
that are often encountered on a transformative path—the hero’s journey
or individuation. The Fool often depicts a jester figure or a child, and
represents the beginning of the process. The World tends to depict either
the Ouroboros (the snake which endlessly consumes itself) or a wreath
around the central dancing figure, symbolic of eternal and dynamic
fulfillment. In other words, the end of a cycle, but also a beginning.
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DECEMBER 5TH, 2021 —
41.82415362535548, -71.41270055766658
The city cools and the clouds lay across the sky, thick sheets of 10% gray,
flattening space. The city, without the warm kindness of Apollo cracking
through the stratus above, has become increasingly desaturated. Air has
become a drying force, and the same mask that protects others around me
from the risk of infection now shields my lips and tongue from the sharp
air. What normally determined greens once cracked through the sidewalks
have died, become brown, and gone to sleep. The youth and vibrancy of
Persephone has left us, and Demeter’s mourning brings the contemplative
end to a year in a few weeks. The circle of seasons is soon to close once
again. All of these, the sure signs that we have all tilted, imperceptibly, away
from the sun for a little while. How I wish that the sun would stay near for
just a little longer. A little more daylight, I beg as I drag myself out of the
frustration seeping into the tools on my studio desk. Just a little more time.
Instead, the gray now becomes 15%. Then 20%. I should get back to the
apartment. Staring at the problem has not been to my benefit, and I risk
damaging the parts the more I push through exhaustion. I start the usual
stupid check. Wallet, keys, phone, phone charger, headphones. I layer a
thin, half dark-camouflage windbreaker over a hoodie. Fuck, do I have that
book? I should leave it, I won’t use it at home. I have plenty of them there
already. I don’t have a coat that fits right now, and I’m too stubborn to let
the cold win, despite the tingling and pin-pricks that threaten to hurt my
fingers. I might as well take it. What if I need it? I bring the book with me,
a study of unexplained events happening to science-fiction writers, like it’s
a holy text. A carrying that feels more and more like an attempt at gentle
invocation.
The old blue L.L. Bean backpack which holds the ritual is slung over my
shoulders, my headphones secured in my ears while my back screams in
protest at all the weight improperly balanced in the bag. Should have left
the book. I select an untitled playlist of slowed, melancholic music, go to
wait for the elevator, and check the bus schedule on the way down. I can
catch the 1 line, Maps says it should come in about 15 minutes. A feeling
of dread that I mistake for doubt comes far sooner. I hurry to the bus
shelter, jogging in a messy diagonal across the street since there are so few
cars downtown on this gloomy Sunday. One more check of the schedule
before my hands are shoved into my pockets, aching from the short time
they were left exposed in the breeze. I settle into my waiting, and the bus
is late enough that I debate walking to the transit plaza to take a different
route. For a moment, I’m lost in the dance of bouncing on the balls of my
feet, trying to cling to the remaining warmth that followed me out of the
building.
Music is interrupted by the sound of my phone ringing, and on the
13

screen sits an area-code I recognize. The call picks up, and I am operating
under the assumption that it’s a telemarketer or someone looking for the
previous user of my phone number. Prepared to say the standard response—
You have the wrong numb—the voice on the other end makes me fumble
with my headphones. I have to take them out to hear the call correctly, my
phone doesn’t connect to Bluetooth properly anymore. As I struggle, I hear
the caller on the other end, the voice of a man lisping and muffled from
a brain injury years prior. A voice slurring, uncoordinated, but certainly
recognizable, despite the fact that I have not heard it for six years. He sounds
drunk. Where the fuck is the bus? Now I am scared, and admittedly angry at
the intrusion. The gray of the sky and the buildings feels less like winter’s
gentle walk to fullness and much more like an open-air prison cell. I feel as
if I’ve been struck by lightning.
Soon, I’m stammering, and my clumsy hands become clammy with panic
building beat by beat in my chest. I have to stop and sit on the concrete
bench, and the warmth I held so carefully is sapped into the pallid stone.
The voice, increasingly aggressive, repeats itself until I fall into a stunned
submission. I mumble something about being on my way home, and am
told to call when I get there. He repeats the order again, confirming that what
he said was heard. The bus arrives soon after, as I reel from the interaction.
Some of my instincts scream, telling me to run back to the studio instead
of returning to the apartment. I choose instead to compromise with them,
and turn off location services on the device in my cold, unsteady hand. I’m
not quite sure if I’m still on Earth’s surface as I board. Instead, I am tilting
on another axis, unsure if I will be able to correct my orientation.
—
A phase of the hero’s journey that haunts at the edges of my vision is the
stage known as Atonement with the Father. To arrive, literally ‘at one’ or in
harmony with someone. I wondered for a long time if this is where I’ve been
stuck. Rather, this section is about two moments of being rendered askew,
and one is arguably the reason this book even exists, the reason I felt the
need to actually write these moments down. To get them out of me and onto
a page, to step back and reclaim my autonomy away from the constraints of
his influence. To atone, if anything, with myself. To stop tilting, to question
the heroic approach for once. Why should I remain trapped in constraints
of the hero’s tools when they seem to no longer fit me? What is there to
actually correct?
In 3D modeling software, your viewport’s position can be moved
anywhere in that space. Wherever you land, whatever perspective, that can
be set as your ‘home’ view. If we consider the circle on paper from before,
I can take the sheet from a notebook and lay it flat on a table. I can pin it
vertically to the wall. The shape remains the same, it hasn’t been distorted,
14

and it won’t be unless I specifically tear or alter the material it resides upon.
Its orientation is the only thing that’s shifted. Perhaps this is also true of
selfhood. Perhaps there’s no need to correct, only a need to set a new ‘home’
point.

JULY 2006 —
41.521185078766116, -81.55602995971232
There is warmth beneath my hands as I run them over the rough polycotton of the seat. The idle motion moves the pile of the fabric, and I am
always fascinated with the apparent darkening that happens as the material
is rubbed. More interesting than the conversation between my parents in
the front of the car. Today I sit behind my mother as she drives, instead of
my usual spot on the right-hand side in the back. My father, who’s presence
is unfamiliar to me, rides shotgun. I hope to avoid drowning in the scent of
his menthol cigarettes by sitting where I do, but it doesn’t appear to work.
The windows are down in the summertime, so my attention shifts between
the seat, the view, and the back of the seats in front of me. Each time I look
out of the window, my eyes try to catch a landmark and make its blurred
image stay long enough to examine. I wish I could carry the movement
with me.
I settle into the seat again. A retelling has begun. It isn’t the first time
that they have done this while I sit in the backseat. I never understand the
appeal of reflecting on the lead-up to my existence, but the words are not
aimed at me exclusively, and little holds my attention. My father talks of
the assertion his mother made with a tone I can’t quite dissect. First born
sons have sons. Is it disappointment, or the feigning of disappointment?
Or worse, is he joking? Nothing leaves my mouth at the recollection I hear,
words that strike like lightning. I’m back to drawing on the seat with my
fingers, while the nicotine smoke in the air wafts around me.
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The degree of intensity that must be
exceeded for a certain result to manifest,
for a change to be perceived. The beginning.
A point of entry. A border that is patrolled.
Where something becomes separated. The
threshold.

THRESHOLD

In the Old English poem Beowulf, one translation of the compound word
mearcstapa[1] refers to one that walks along borders. Yet another available
translation of the word is the border-crosser. Monstrosity is dependent on
the continued existence of thresholds. These boundaries govern passage
between the conventional, and the unconventional. In Campbell’s
monomyth, the border is patrolled by a threshold guardian that keeps
out those unworthy of continuing along the promised path. This can be a
person that becomes an ally, but also is frequently a beast (or beasts) of some
sort that threaten to destroy the adventurer, and thus ‘must’ be defeated.
They break down barriers in our understanding of the world, they demonstrate
physical hybridity, they resist or reject human control (TCM 3). It’s no wonder
then, that we have historically cast monsters into such a negative light, and
then wielded that language as means of exclusion.
Exclusion which has graciously led into reclamation. Queer-coding[2]
villains has a long history in Hollywood cinema, marking the LGBTQIA+
community as something to be feared, and thus forcing queer viewers
to watch characters that they feel kinship with be marginalized and
vanquished[3]. Transformation, which is the monster’s whole game,
simultaneously altering their bodies and changing the surrounding culture like
radioactive fall-out, is a mode of catharsis, along with a strategy for abjuring a
body that feels way too vulnerable or out of control, Charlie Fox has said (YM
20). Excluded, considered to be abnormal by the general population and
confused, I willingly became a monster.

OCTOBER 31ST, 2019 —
39.16549473484332, -84.5391570986477
Cool, but not yet frigid. The sky is dark already. In the air, the sound of
laughter and revelry rumbles along the streets. The occasional sound of
BOO! as friends find each other and seek out a bar to hang in for the night.
The feeling is electric, there’s little care for work or school to be found.
Everyone’s gone out haunting, hunting, soon to be heaving. Pumpkins line
the windowsills joined by the hay that adorns street corners. The occasional,
ghostly cloud passes overhead, reminding of the old cartoons that run in
syndication this time each year. Brisk breezes patiently roll through the
crowds, not yet threatening the chill of winter. Halloween.
The artificially distressed denim on my shoulders barely keeps away
autumn’s lowering temperature. I hunt along with the costumed masses,
beastly and clumsy with the warmth of a cocktail and a few creamy stouts.
My cheeks itch incessantly beneath the synthetic fur that marks me tonight
as a monstrous thing, and it’s difficult to avoid scratching through the
glue that has caked them since the early hours of morning. Inspired by
the werewolves of pulp fiction, I have become falsely lycanthropic, but few
things are what they seem on this night. It amuses me to see this creature
19
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clad in gold-rimmed glasses and a shirt reading SUPERVILLAIN staring back
at me in the bar’s bathroom mirror.
Outside the door, music plays. My friends and I are here to watch a band
we know perform and have fun. Eight more months and we’ll scatter with
our freshly minted degrees. I came in to escape the noise for a moment,
to settle and gauge just how far gone I’ve gotten. Band stickers cover the
towel dispenser at the sink, the walls are dotted occasionally with the tags
of local writers. Perhaps I stand there for longer than I should. Perhaps this
reflection is more appealing than I first realized, as silly as it is. Some part
of me decides that I should save this moment for later. I bare my false fangs
and snarl, the moment frozen in pixels on my screen.
—
The pixels were frozen, the person was not. On a browser, I separate myself
into different versions that reflect different workloads and requirements.
They revolve around a central core, but their outer presentations are
fundamentally separate from each other, the program lists them in the
following manner:
Kyros (Person 1)
Kyros (Person 2)
Therein lies the slippery slope. Here, you see two ‘persons’ displayed as
profiles. You see only the surface level, where all that marks their differences
are the numbers by both names. By this logic, the profiles can continue in
excess so long as there are usable email addresses that sit unclaimed, self
after self, ad infinitum. Today, in the age of computers that can be held
in the palm of your hand, the ability to be chameleonic is in-built for the
Western society that develops and spreads it.
Some would argue that the Information age has permanently distorted
the existence of one as an individual. In 2000, five years after the burst of the
Dot Com bubble and two years after I was born, Kenneth J. Gergen published
a roughly fourteen page article called The Self in the Age of Information. He
argues that one of the core beliefs in the contemporary United States, that
the self is bound and integral and is capable of conscious self-control is
being increasingly undermined by changes in our technological ethos.
That it is being slowly pushed toward becoming untenable (SAI 202).

DECEMBER 25TH, 2002 —
41.53410861209546, -81.57942484831065
It’s Christmas Day. In the middle of my living room, encased in wrapping
21

paper, sits a box that’s big enough to build a child a condo with. It’s a
computer. An HP Pavilion. When it’s assembled, the monitor is gigantic—a
gray-beige, plastic-clad Cyclopean eye, and just as heavy. It’s the age of the
dial-up tone. The age of hanging up a phone before the Internet could open
itself to inquiry and exploration. But when it finally does? I’m hooked. The
screen is more portal than a calculating machine, at first. I’ll spend what
must be years in front of this device—which my child-self names Charles,
for some reason—playing games based on Public Access Television shows,
building semi-pixelated sandwiches for an alien from Lilo and Stitch. As
years pass, the infamous toolbars of Internet Explorer slowly creep their
way over the screen, and I remain largely oblivious to the threats espoused
by AVG’s antivirus search engine.
—
Communication technology, which we take for granted, takes on a
sinister underbelly. Gergen points to the reliance on cars which pulls away
from our coherent home base. The daily commute is supplemented by
electronic communication, the emails—and now more often, text messages—
that spread relationships around the globe with speed that would rival
Hermes. He declares the grounds for strong belief in a substantive self are
being removed, and follows by saying cultural (read: religious) authority
has been similarly displaced by science (SAI 204). He even goes so far as to
question if a hypothetical young couple can speak a word of endearment
without a haunting sense of cliché. However, in the section The Erosion of the
Essential Self, he makes the following point:
[T]he individual is challenged by an increasingly varied array of behavioral
demands. At each new location, new patterns of action may be required;
dispositions, appetites, and personae all may be acquired and abandoned
as conditions suggest or demand. With movement through time and space,
oppositional accents may often be fashioned: firm here and soft there,
commanding and then obedient, sophisticated and then crude, conservative
and then liberal, conventional and then rebellious.
For many people, such chameleon-like shifts are now unremarkable; they
constitute the normal hurly-burly of daily life. At times these challenges may
be enjoyed, even sought (SAI 207).
Keyword being sought, the same technological phenomena can become
liberating forces for those who have always faced some form of exclusion
or isolation, as monsters can. Gergen’s words seem to anticipate the
explorative online self.
Yet online I could be whatever I wanted. And so my twelve-year-old self
22

became sixteen, became twenty, became seventy. I aged. I died. Through this
storytelling and shapeshifting, I was resurrected, states Legacy Russell.
I claimed my range. Online I found my first connection to the gendered
swagger of ascendancy, the thirsty drag of aspiration (GF 4).
Does that leave the self in a quantum state? Gergen said, after all,
the base for core belief in a bounded, integral self is being displaced
by communication technology. Russell terms the digital the catalyst
to a variance of selfdom. An online self manifests a series of errors and
interruptions in signals, a series of glitches. The online is accessible from
any device connected in the last five years. It’s not fixed, neither am I,
nor are you. There is no threshold of access to that space. It is intangible,
boundless. Impermanent.

23
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CONCLUSION

So we come to the end of this version of the book, and I come to the start
of the next cycle. I don’t pretend that this process of self-realization will ever
truly finish. I also don’t pretend that it was easy to write this out, to share
the vulnerability and uncertainty I hold with the reader. I am the circle that
has been drawn over, forward and back, repeatedly. My orientation has
tilted, and reset. I have been run aground. I have crossed and manifested
as the threshold. I used to describe myself as the archetype for a journey,
and I don’t believe that statement to be demonstrably false. There are two
concepts posed by Jeffery J. Kripal—Realization and Authorization. I believe
these to be siblings, if not alternate identities, of Jung’s Individualization.
In his book Mutants and Mystics, Kripal introduces us to his idea of the allencompassing Super-Story with seven separable or independent mythemes
in the following order: Divinization/Demonization, Orientation, Alienation,
Radiation, Mutation, Realization, and Authorization. Realization and
Authorization are the two concepts which provided essential vertebrae to
the spine of this text, I simply did not realize it until the end. These terms
are, according to him, the two stages of a difficult, ongoing awakening that
ultimately says we are being constructed by the invisible influence of family,
language, culture, and religion (MM 27). We discover that we’re being written.
Realization is the first stage, and Kripal here mentions that creator
types—authors and artists—may sometimes experience paranormal events.
Unexplainable occurrences which ultimately reveal to their observer a
dimension of the world that works remarkably like a text or a story and that
through means of artistic production such as writing and reading, these
individuals come to realize that we are all figments of our own imagination, that
we are caught in a story (or stories) that we did not write and that we may not
even like.
Once we have the insight that we’re being written, which by extension
means we can do something about it—Authorization—we can write
ourselves anew. Knowing that we have the tools to shift the narrative, we
can become our own authors. We can recognize that we are pulling our own
strings, that the angels and aliens, gods and demons, are us (MM 28, emphasis
his).
This book let me start writing myself anew.
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THRESHOLD
1. See Richard Fahey’s 2018 article, Mearcstapan: Monsters Across the Border.
2. Refers to writing that has characters written to heavily imply queerness,
without explicitly stating it in context. Can be used to positive or negative
effect, sometimes to circumvent censors. Not to be confused with
queerbaiting, which is when a piece of media hints at queerness without
providing any representation, mostly to sell the media to a queer audience.
See Adiba Jaigirdar’s writing for more thorough context.
3. On page 17, Gloyn continues into an anthropological reading of the
monstrous, citing Mary Douglas—things became monstrous because they
broke out of safe categories and so became unnatural. Her analysis classified
monsters as impure because they disrupted social rules and norms.
4. I should point out that Gergen isn’t entirely hopeless about the future
in this piece, though I wonder what he would say about recent years’
skyrocketing internet-fed tribalism. Honestly, I think this text is worth
the read for anyone interested in reviewing an earlier perspective on
communication technology from our contemporary context, but I digress.

NOTES
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